
The T*ra^edfeefH3Liv\ct 

Tbefc hands are not moralike, 

Hdm. Blit where was this ? , 

Mar. My Lord vponthcplatforme where wee watcht. 

Ham Did you not fpeakc to it ? 

N'ora. My Lord I did, 

But anfwcr made it none, yet onw mec thought 

It lifted vp it head and did addrefle 

It fclfe to motion, like as it would fpeake; 

But cuen then then the morning Cock crew loudc, 

And at the found it ihruncke in haft away 

'And vaniiht from our fight. 

Tisvctyftrangc. 

Hora. As I doc Uue my bonor,d Lord tis true 
And wee did thinke it writ downc in our ducty 

To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeedefirsbutthistroublcsmc,' 

Hold you the watch t o night ? 

JIIL Wee doc my Lord. ~ ■ 

Ham. Arm'd fay you? 
j4ll. Arm'd my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe? 

/4 My Lord from head to footf. 

Ham Then faw you not his face? 

Hera. O yes my Lord, hec wore his bcaucr trp; 

Ham. Whatlook’theefrowningly? 

Hera. A countenance mote in lorrow then m anger. 

Paleor red? 

Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixthU eyes vpon you? 

Hera. Moftconftanily, 

Ham. I wofuld I had bcenc there. 

Her^r. It would hauc much amaz’d you. 

Hd/w, Very like, ftaid it long? ii u »A>’ 

Hera.. While one with moderate haft might tell ahundretb, 

Teti>. Longer, longer. 

Hera. Not whenlfaw’t. 

Ham. His beard was grifs’Id, no. ^ 

Hera. ItwasajIhattc fcencitinhUliie; 

Afablcfiluerd. ^^0, 
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TrifKeofVem/trhe, 

Ham. 1 wiU watch to night 
|)grchancc twill watkeagaine, 

Hera. I warn’i it will , r ., 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perfo , 

11 c freakc to it though hell it felfe Iheuld gape 
And bid mee hold my peace } I ^ 

If you haue hetherto conceald 

Lctitbc tenable in your'filcnceftill, , 

And what what foeucr els ftiall bap to night, 

Giue it an vndcrftandingbut no tongue, ^ 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you wen : 

Vpon the platformc twixt a leauen and tweluc 

^^'II^7oarduetytoyouthornor. 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, rareweu. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fomc foule play, would the night were come, 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rile ^ 

Thoughallthc earth orc-whelme them to > 

° Enter Laertes and Ophelta hts Stjter, 

Laer. My neceffaries are inbarckt, farewell, 

A, 3 dfifter as the winds giue benefit 
And coniiay, in afiiftant do not fleepe 
But let me hearc from you. 

Ophe, D jc you doubt that ? 

Laer. ForH<ww/c#andthe trifling ofhisfauour. 

Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood , 

A Violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, fwcet, not lafting. 

The perfume and fuppliance ofa minute 
No more. 

Ophe, Mo mere but fo. 

Laer Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant docs not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple vfaxes 

The inward feruice of the mind foule 

Growes wide withall, perhaps hec loues you now, 

Anc now no foyle nor cautcll doth befincrch 
Thc-vcttueof his will, but youlmuftfearc, 
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